"ONI IS ONE AKD ALL ALONE*
and worthy behaviour ? Instantly when war broke out, to halt
half-way in the middle of a sentence, declaring that now I could
and would write of nothing but the war ? Or to stop writing
altogether ? Yes, if I had had the health to do a more vital job.
The lady-reviewer could not know these facts. She could know
that always and everywhere are facts we do not know.
Setting aside the Spirit of British Womanhood whom I so
lamentably failed to "represent", "A Lion in the Garden'* repre-
sented my first unconscious attempt at a Proletarian Novel. At
the time of the dinner in Minnesota, my neighbour and I were,
in fact, misunderstanding one another in the old way of an
incompatible word-currency. Even had I by more satisfactory
timing, already written that book, I should have been like Moli&re's
Monsieur Jourdain who had spoken prose all his life without
realizing it was prose. I took "Proletarian" to mean Political, not
applying it to the individual man and woman with whom I talked
every day of my life, adding salt to my bread, or bread to my salt
according to how it happened. So I replied with sincere humility
for my ignorance that I had no views on the question of the
Proletarian Novel And let it go at that.
Three weeks later, I was sent a leading article containing a violent
attack on me for this remark, by a journalist on a St. Paul newspaper.
The fury of his onslaught on my reported indifference and flippancy
so bewildered me that I could hardly be angry; for indeed I did
not know what I had done to deserve it. I had not been indifferent
or flippant in St. Paul; I was a serious-minded woman, at all times
respectful to universal burning questions of the century. The whole
thing must be some strange mistake.
In the early spring I returned to New York while Macmillan's
launched my new book: "Monogram". They rang up and asked
me if I would give half an hour to a lonely young writer staying
in my hotel? Yes, of course I could see the young man from the
Waiferage. My publisher warned me that I would find him
terribly shy.
James Gray duly rang me up j his voice was charming, though
so diffident that he could hardly talk at all I tried to encourage
him without sounding too much of the genial lady-patroness.
We met downstairs at the Gotham bar; he was dark and grave
and very good-looking, and I especially liked his manners; but it
took a great deal of preliminary massage before he would talk
about himself and his work, of which, unlike Mr. George Bernard
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